MARY ERASER TYTLER

presumption, as I think my work shows, at the same time I belong to the
class that cannot help asserting a right to an independent raftge of reason,
not claiming to be on their level, my mind has kinship with Tennyson,
Browning, Matthew Arnold and their fellows, who are led by Thought,
and by whom Thought is led. You will see how far this is likely to be in
harmony with those you most care for; and will ponder well even now
while it is time, work is for while it is day, Tor the night cometh' and
reflection is for while it can bear fruit that can be gathered. The night comes
when it is too late for work, and reflection may come too late to be of
service!

I cannot contemplate any break between you and those you are bound
to by ties of love and kindred, nothing would compensate to you for this.
The subject1 for disapproval to which you allude (and which I must for-
ever decline to discuss even with you!) is one that cannot be denied or
explained away, this much I will here add about it, the legal measure was
not suggested by me, nor ever would have been so. It is for you to consider
whether any set off can be sufficient to compensate for possible estrange-
ment which might arise out of serious disapproval, do not let anything
blind you to the pain of such a state of things, there is yet time!

I shall expect you on Tuesday as early as you like.

Mary wrote to ask whether he was really sure. His reply came quickly.

Sept ist, 1886.
My DEAR MARY,

Come as early as you can and go away when most convenient, and
especially don't be a Goose! I thought it was understood that we should
trust each other utterly, I shall always so trust you, do not let us have either
doubt or fear, or any uncertainty as far as regards ourselves or our en-
deavours, come early,

J                                                                             SlGNOR

In September Watts went to a country house for a few days with *the
faithful Emma to instruct the cook91 while Mary visited her brother Edward
at her old home on Loch Ness. Her visit was sadly marred by her three-
year-old nephew's fall from a pony.

Aldourie,

Inverness, N.B.

Sept 15,1886.

MY DEAR SlGNOR ...

I did long for you this evening about seven o'clock, the sun had
gone down sometime, but the sky was still yellow at the back of the hills,

1 His first marriage.
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